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Our Land. 


Herey’s to our pride of early years, 
South Afric’s pioneers! 
They pushed through kloofs and fords; 
They tamed the savage hordes; 
They conquered nature’s powers, 
And made this country ours. 
Therefore in them begins our toast, 
Therefore of them we boast. 
Let others claim their storied fame. 
And vaunt their art or power or pelf. 
We hail the Africander name 
And love our country for herself. 
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South Afric’s charms are all her own. 

Her landscapes vast and lone, 

Her rugged mountain chains, 

Her clear and boundless plains, 

Her uplands breathing health, 

Her stores of floral wealth, 

Her varied life in glade and glen, 

Her stalwart silent men. 
Let others claim their storied fame, 
And vaunt their art or power or pelf. 
We hail the Africander name 
And love our country for herself. 


Here’s to the future of our race: 

We see it come apace. 

Our manhood proved in war, 

In peace shall ever soar. 

We welcome all who come 

To make this land their own, 

And help to form the fairest gem 

In the Empire’s diadem. 
We too shall claim our storied fame, 
And vaunt our art and power and pelf, 
And still shall prize the dear old name 
And love our country for herself. 


—F. C. Koss. 
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South African Bird-Calls. 


THE BULBUL. 
(Pycnonotus.) 


WHEN morning dawns in glory 
You may hear the Bulbul’s story, 
If you listen as I bid you! 
With quick, excited stress, 
He questions, in distress :— 
“Sweet, why did you? Speak, speak, Sweet, why 
did you? 
“Why did you? Speak, speak, speak, why did you?” 


Then, having poured his slighted passion, 

In such tempestuous, ardent fashion, 
Reproaching his false love in accents mellow, 
With tender change of intonation, 

He sings, in self-commiseration :— 
“Dick, poor fellow! Dick, Dick, Dick, poor fellow! 
“Poor fellow! O, poor Dick, poor fellow! ” 


—-Maup WYNNE CoLz. 


South African Bird-Calls. 


Tup “Tinker Birp” at THE Natvat COAST. 
(Barbatula pusilla.) 


I knock, knock, knock! O, I knock, knock, knock! 
Like a little flinty hammer on a little flinty rock! 
Clad in black and russet-yellow, 
I’m a wild, shy little fellow, 
But my voice is most insistent, and I hammer crisp 
Just one note in repetition, [and clear, 
As I have but one petition, 
An urgent call to wake you, which you cannot fail to 
[hear! 
So I knock, knock, knock, O, I knock, knock, knock, 
Like a little flinty hammer on a little flinty rock! 


I knock, knock, knock! O, I knock, knock, knock! 

Like a little fairy hammer on a little fairy rock! 
I call you in the morning, 

To see the day that’s dawning, 

And to watch the sun in beauty rise from out the glit- 
The dewy dawn is weeping, [tering sea; 
For shame that you are sleeping, 

But her sentinel and herald you will daily find in me! 


So I knock, knock, knock, O, I knock, knock, knock, 
Like a little fairy hammer on a little fairy rock! 


—Maup Wynne Coir. 
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A Sketch from the Slopes. 


Minst the sheeny silver trees 
That throng the steep ascent 
’Neath the Lion’s craggy crest, 
On a leafy couch I rest 

To weary limbs’ content. 


Far below, the furrowed sea 
Extends its spacious plain ; 
Mirroring in deeper hue 

Heaven’s translucent dome of blue, 
Unmarred by cloud or stain. 


Richer tints the ocean dye 

Where it nears the strand. 
Emerald and indigo, 
Foamy-fringed with glittering snow, 
It meets the mellow sand 


Of the granite-guarded bay, 
Whose curving crescent lies 
Like some moon of long ago, 
Fallen on the earth below 
From old, forgotten skies. 


Landward, mid the boskage green 
And groves of shadowy pines, 
Broken lines of road are led: 
Scattered dwellings roofed with red 
Against the verdure shine. 


On and on the coastline curves, 

With many a rocky bay, 

Till a headland’s shoulder green, 
Pearled with distance, ends the scene 
A morning’s walk away. 


Steeply from the winding road 
That by the ocean wends, 
The long mountain’s slope of green, 


Cleft with many a deep ravine, 
Like some huge wave ascends ; 


Crested with the ebullient foam 
Of rocky ridges gray, 

Whose up-soaring summits bare 
Peak on peak invade the air, 

In jubilant array. 


Sunlight like the smile of God 
O’er all around doth lie. 
Ocean rolls a psalm below, 
And the serried peaks arow 
Lift praising heads on high. 


Where is room for doubt or care, 
For sorrow or annoy? 

Weary though my heart and worn, 
Like a leaf ’tis caught and borne 
Adown life’s tide of joy! 


—Herrpert TUCKER. 


A Song of the Sea. 


Comp, girls and boys, 
To holiday joys, 
And learn sweet Nature’s lore; 
O! come with me 
To the southern sea, 
That sings by a silver shore. 


It flows to and fro, 

But never must go 
Beyond its golden strand: 

For the waves obey 

God’s mighty sway, 
Which rules over sea and land. 


The sea sings a song, 
The whole day long, 
And murmurs it through the night; 
It calls you away, 
By its side to play, 
Where the surf is foaming white. 
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The gulls lie at rest 
On its heaving breast, 
Cradled and rocked by the sea; 
They rise in the air, 
And circle there, 
Then dive in an ecstasy! 


The porpoises play, 
And gambol all day, 
At hide-and-seek through each wave; 
The fiying-fish rise, 
To see the skies, 
Though the sea-birds they must brave! 


And down below, 

Where the sea-flowers grow, 
There is coral, pink and white; 

Anemones bloom, 

In the deep, green gloom, 
Which is lit by emerald light. 


The nautilus frail, 
Spreads a tiny sail, 
Adrift on the calm, blue sea; 
And penguins stand. 

A comical band, 
In a row along the lea! 


And oh! there is fun, 
In the crooked run j 
That crabs in their haste must take! 
And there’s paddling to do, 
And surf-bathing, too, 
And eastles of sand to make! 


There are rocks to climb, 
At this happy time, 

And pools to explore, and caves; 
And treasures to find, 
That are left behind, 

At times, by the ebbing waves. 


As the water wells, 
It brings fairy shells, 
And flings them far out of reach; 
It leaves them there, 
As an offering fair, 
At the shrine of the silver beach. 


O! girls and boys, 
Whose holiday joys 
Teach you sweet Nature’s lore, 
You will surely see, 
That no end can be 
To the wonders of the shore! 


—Mavup WYNNE CoLge. 


Adieu, Fair Village. 


Apinvu, fair village with thy verdant slopes, 
Oft rainbow hued with many-coloured flowers! 
Through life shall go the joys thou gavest me— 
The memory of all thy sunlit hours. 


Adieu, thou silver bay, encircled by 

Fair mountains with their merry laughing streams, 
Whose murmur, blending with the whisp’ring sea 
Give drowsy voices to this land of dreams! 


Adieu, thou pine wood with thy grateful shade, 
And ye pale arums of the bosky dell: 

Adieu, fair village of the setting sun, 

Kissed by his golden rays—a last farewell! 


Oft shall I dream, in mournful years to come, 
Of mountain slopes with Agapanthus blue; 
And hear the voices of thy river call, 

Across the hills, a faint and long Adieu. 


-—* (JORDONIA.” 
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A Flower of a Day. 


Short is thy life, yet strangely sweet, 
Fair blossom of an hour’s delight! 

Thou cam’st to gladden but a day, 
And thou art gone before the night! 


No dragging hours can e’er persuade 
Thy youthful blushes to depart, 
Nor can the errant breezes steal 
The perfume from thy virgin heart. 


No hidden canker, deep within, 
Can wreck thy perfect hour of bloom. 
Thou comest as a ray of light 

Upon a darksome world of gloom! 


Ere sweetness cloys and beauty fades, 
Tis better thus to pass away — 

To be a fleeting joy. and free 

From slow and lingering decay! 


—“ GORDONIA.” 


The Rhyme of the Bather. 


ON MANY a shining summer morn, 
Ere day’s first freshness is outworn 
I seek the riverside; 
And where its course runs clear and deep, 
Disrobing swift, I headlong leap 
Into its cooling tide. 


And when again to air I rise 

And brush the water from my eyes, 
All things seem born anew. 

More glorious glows the climbing sun: 

The trees a richer green have won: 
The sky a deeper blue. 


Awhile with steady stroke and strong 
Breasting the stream I swim along; 
Then, turning to the sky, 
Down the serene and sluggish tide 
With idle arms extended wide 
T float luxuriously. 


And drifting so, with dreamy gaze 
I watch some snowy cloud that strays 
In the abyss of blue. 
From shape to shape oft quaint and strange 
Its filmy fringes slowly change, 
Dissolve and form anew. 


Fearing no hurt from one who swims 
Close past my face the swallow skims 
On wide-spread pinions swift. 
To many dancing wingéd things 
Whose death the day’s declension brings, 
He gives still shorter shrift. 


The river reed, erect and high, 
Rustles its leaves as I pass by 
And nods its plunty crest. 
From willow boughs o’erbending low 
Swings like a censer to and fro 
The fink’s well-woven nest. 
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The shadowed nook beneath is bright 
With tangled threads of flickering light 
Flashed from the sunlit stream. 
Each ripple by my motions rolled 
Is echoed by a line of gold 
With mimic-moving gleam. 


And watching there with wary eye 

That lets no prey unseen slip by, 
The grave kingfisher sits. 

Too huge a prize for him I seem 

And flashing bluely down the stream 
To some fresh lair he flits. 


At length with lingering stroke and slow 
Back to the sunbright bank T go 
With half a wish that I, 
A careless creature of the stream, 
Might dive and swim and fioat and dream 
All day till night is nigh. 


Come then! thou ill-starred butterfly 

With failing struggles floating by, 
Thou yet shall live to thank 

The friendly hand, outstretched to save, 

That lifts thee from the engulfing wave 
And bears thee to the bank. 


So! now at last upon the shore, 
Happy and wet, I stand once more 
And heave a mighty breath; 
While my new friend, with draggled wings, 
Still to my finger quivering clings 
Dazed with the dread of death. 


Take heart, poor thing! though thou art wet. 
Here in the cheerful sunlight set 
Soon shall thy plumes be dry; 
And able then again to soar 
Methinks thou’lt not try swimming more, 
But be content to fly! 


-—Hireert TUCKER. 


GREENVILLE COLLEGE LIBRARY 
896519 co01 


SIX SOUTH AFRICAN SCENES AND VERSE STX 


UU TINE 


3 4511 00082 5329 


Beh, 
896 a 
Si9 


AUTHOR 


Six South African scenes 
TITEE 


& verse 


DATE DUE BORROWER’S NAME 


(eee 
rae 
ee 
[eae 
aaeee ve 
eae. 


ri 8429 
| 


Sp) 
Hie \O 
\Oo ON 


ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 


The Publishers acknowledge their thanks to the authors whose 


poems have been contributed to this work. 


7 


Lovers of S. African flowers are directed to the popular work 
A Book oF S. AFRICAN 


Price 21s. >>: obtainable from JUFACKICOM LTD: 


Cape Town and Johannesburg. 


te 


GREENVILLE COLLEGE LIBRARY 
89619 c001 


SIX SOUTH AFRICAN SCENES AND VERSE STX 


PUNE 


3 4511 00082 5329 


896 bheh? 
S49 


Six South African scenes 
THTLE 


& verse. 


DATE DUE BORROWER'S NAME 


¥ f B29 


>. 


GAYLORD 45 we 


S| 


HNN) 


3 0112 10567 


